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I snp nothere to review his course, much 
less to scan his faults. I love, as you do, to 
seize on what is worthy of all praise, on what 
‘is great and good and beyond the reach of cri- 
ticism or cavil in his deeds and character. I 
know that it-is greatly true of him what was 
said by Jeremy Taylor of a Primate of Ire- 
land: ‘That the single perfections which 
make many men eminent were united in him, 
nd made him illustrious.” It is pleasing to 
lodar, accompanying the strains of sorrow which 
prolong their sound to the remotest corners of 
the land, a soft and soothing note, telling of the 
charms of his domestic seclusion, of the feli- 
city and grace and boundless luxuriance of his 
social qualities; of his~fond-zemembrance of 
humble friends that dwelt around his father’s 
humble home, of his generous kindness to that 
aged master who taught him the first lessons 
of his childhood, and his almost prodigal libe- 
tality to those who asked his help. ‘This, I 
say, is pleasing to hear ; and still more, what 
is told of his religious convictions, habitudes, 
and hopes, and the consolations of his dying. 
hour.. Yes; the Christian eye delights to look 
through this physical grafdeur, and this peer- 
less brilliancy and power of intellect in which 
he has so long been passing before it, and, see- 
ing into his very soul, to find there the repent- 
ance, the fuith, the love, the peace of an hum- 
ble. disciple. Tho Christian rejoices to know 
thatin the centre of that capacious breast re- 
ligion held her seat; that the name of God 
often trembled in prayer upon his lips, and 
was never taken in vain by them; that the 
Holy Scriptures were his study, his venera- 
tion, his delight, and the foundation of his im- 
mortal hopes; and that, supported by the 
“staff” of the Almighty, he went down into 
the valley of death, and had experience of the 
truth of his own words uttered in commemo- 
ration of the death of his distinguished friend, 
Mr. Justice Story, that pure and excellent 
man: ‘The bed of death brings every human 
being to his pure individuality ; to the intense 
contemplation of that deepest and most solefmn 
of all relations, the relation between the crea- 
ture and his Creator. Hore it is that fame | 
and renown cannot assist us; that all external 
things must fail to aid us; that even friends, 
affection, and human love and devotedness can- 
not succor us.” Oh! then there is but one 
Being to whom we can call, on whom we can 
lean. “Thanks be to God, who giveth ua the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ!” | 
It was my privilege some twelve years ago ' 


to haye 2 conversation with Mr. Webster on 
religious subjects ; and as reminiscences of 
this kind may contribute to forma public 
knowledge of the character to whom they } 
refer, I shall endeavor briefly to relate it. It 
was ona summer Sunday, towards evening, 
in a country village. The day was delightful. 
Inthe morning he had attended worship under 
my ministration, and in the afternoon had par- 
taken of the Lord's Supper in an Orthodox 
church. After tea, he invited me to walk 
with him, and, placing his arm in mine with a 
kindness of manner | can never forget, as if 
wishing me to feel at ease with him, he at 
once began the conversation. It was suggested 
by the day. He spoke pleasantly, not flatter- 
ingly, of my sermon. \ He expressed his grati- 
fication with the services at the other church. 
He then turned to the divisions in our Chris- } 
tian household, and with the greatest earnest- 
ness expressed his regret that they existed. | 
He believed, he said, they proceeded, in great 
part, from mutual misunderstanding, and then 
added: “The view of divine influence, [that | 
wa y subject] presented in your discourse | 


any Christian chureb, of whatever name. | 
There is a common ground of Christian faith 
and principles. These divisions ought not to 
be. Names are bad. . . . In my youth,” he 
went on to say, ‘I joined an Orthodox church 
in New-Hampshire; when I went to Boston, 
I connected myself with a Unitarian congrega- 
tion; but I have never withdrawn my connec- 
tion with the former; and never shall. Iam 
still a member (smiling) ‘in reg-u-lar stand- 
ing.’ . . . Christian,” he added, ‘is all the 
name I want; it is the comprehensive name I 
love. There is one text I have often thought 
on as expressing a great and most interesting 
truth—why is it not preached upon ?—* The 
Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, of whom 
the whole family in heaven and earth is 
named.’ The whole family—Christians a 
family—one family, whether on earth or in 
heaven!” He proceeded then to speak of his 
biblical studies-in former years; of certain 
authors he had read ; and of his desire to find 
time for writing a work on some branch—I do 
not remember what—of the Christian Evi- 
dences. And by this time night came on, and 
our walk, with our conversation, ended; leav- 
ing the impression deep in my mind—so deep 
that no change of feeling in regard to him 
since has been to able efface it—that the illus- 
trious counsellor and orator was, inthe convic- 
tions of his soul, a sincere Christian. 


BEAUTIFUL EXTRACT. 


I saw a mourner standing at eventide over 
the grave of one dearest to himon earth. The 
memory of joys that were past came crowding 
on’his soul. ‘And is this,” said he, “all that 
remains of one so loved and so lovely ? Icall, but 
no.voice answers. Oh! my loved one will not 
hear! O Death! inexorable Death ! what hast) 
thou done? Let me lie down and forget my, 
sorrow in the slumbers of the grave!” 

When he thought thus in agony, the form 
of Christianity came by. He heard the son 
and transport of the great multitude which no 
man can number around. the throne; there 
was the spirit of her he mourned! There 
happiness was pure, permanent, and perfect. 
The mourner-then wiped the tears from his 
eyes, took courage, and thanked. God, “AN 
the days of my appointed time,” said “will 
I wait till my change comes.” And he re- 
turned to the duties of life, no longer sorrow- 
ing as those who have no hope. j 


